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were the waist gunners, enlisted men 
manning single 50-caliber machine guns, 
one on each side of the plane. Behind 
them in a separate compartment was 
the radio operator. Below them in the 
ball turret (a little plexiglass bubble 


sania _ tion, training, and planning — all leading _ gether to strike terror to the hearts of 4 any medals for heroism would be 
to this moment of truth. The parade in the enemy. Each B-17 became a lonely an ae posthumously. 

the sky was protected by hundreds, even little fortress in the sky, lost in its own cae other two officers in the plane 
thousands of heavy 50-caliber machine battle of survival. Reonastroe likely to have had some 
guns, each with its long belts of hundreds viel eine STeMEe bombardier and 


of shells. And on the flanks of the parade he men huddled over machine : It was the bombardier’s 
uns and instruments withi the navigator. a f i 
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they could see scores of protecting ete 
fighters shepherding them on their way. these heavy bombers were, for ee the famous Norden bombsight sticking out of the belly of the plane) 
It was enough to giveamanaglow _ the most part, civilians recently enlisted arg hunched the belly gunner over his twin 


during the bombing run. The instruments 
were so arranged that, usually, the 
bombardier actually controlled the flying 
of the plane until he had pressed the 
button which released the bombs. During 
those few (but to the men in the plane, 
surrounded by flak in the bomb run, 
interminable) seconds, the bombardier 


fifties. Shut off from all the others, 
crammed into his few feet of space like 
a fetus, and hanging in space with only 
a thin sheet of plexiglass between him 
and thirty thousand feet of nothingness 
below, he had a right to feel the loneliest 
man in the plane. 


of confidence. For the moment, that is into the Army Air Force, hurriedly trained 
— if one could forget what was soon to as specialists, and then flown overseas 
come. to take on the air force that Hitler and 
Goering had created and made the 
ll too soon those fighters would greatest combat air power ever to exist 
turn back, only enough fuel in — the Luftwaffe. In each plane there 
their tanks to get them to their 
home bases. And then the German 





were ten men — four officers and six 
enlisted men. There was the pilot (who 
fighters would be on them — FW-190s, 
Me-109s and 110s, their wings glittering 
with little sparks where their machine 
guns and 20-millimeter cannon were 
firing at the bombers. And then, after 
what seemed and often were long hours 
of battle, the German fighters would 
disappear and the target would be below 
the parade in the sky — no longer in full 
formation but shot through with gaps 
where there had been the planes that 
were now only a part of that trail of fires 
and explosions that extended behind 
them for hundreds of miles. Then the 
black flak would start to blossom around 
them, each burst spreading lethal metal 


was the commanding officer of the unit) 
and the co-pilot (the only other man in 
the plane who could fly it if the pilot 
became wounded). But what happened 
if both pilot and co-pilot were disabled? 
The first choice was to bail out and 
hope all the parachutes opened (and 
this was no hundred-percent certainty, 
by the way), But on many occasions 
one or more of the wounded could not 
jump and their comrades would not 
want to leave them to be killed in the 
inevitable crash. Then there was only 
one hope. 

The Air Force had found the best 
way to get sufficient numbers of qualified 
men to fill its many specialist roles was 
to let every minimally qualified applicant 


was the most important man in the 
plane. For all ten men in the plane were 
there for one purpose, finally — to put 
those bombs on the target. During all 
the other flying hours necessary to get 
to the target (and to get home again 
afterward) the bombardier served as a 
gunner in the front of the plane, 

The navigator was the officer who 
plotted the course all the way. He was 
the one to know where they were at any 
ee moment, the one to tell the pilot 
hee ae they became separated 

mation (as happened 


Finally, the tenth man crouched 


behind his twin fifties at the very tail of 


the plane. Early versions of the heavy 
bomber had left him out, but he had 


been quickly included when it was seen 


how vulnerable the plane was without 
him. He had a perfect view of any at- 
tack from the rear, and the fire of his 
guns quickly taught enemy fighters to 


seek some less well defended avenue of 


approach. 


Thus, the B-17 was indeed a flying 
fortress, with guns pointed in all direc- 


tions. All told there would be seven 


gunners manning ten machine guns — 


a turret with two guns pointed at the 
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§ = inpustry 
I. = RAILROAD CENTER 
P* = AIR BASE 

— = SUB PEN 

A = AA BATTERY 


SCHWEINFURT 


This row does not exist in the 
APPLE® and ATARI? versions. 
Subsequently, consider the 
last two rows to be moved up 
one row. 


- ASSUMING BOMB LOAD DROPPED ON TARGET 
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ANTWERP 830 BREMEN 1310 
AIF) WILHEIMSHAVEN 1220 HAMM 1270 
EMDEN 1140 SCHWEINFURT 1590 
KIEL 1580 
-) VEGESACK 1230 


) = Heavy Flak 





